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suite. From somewhere within a few yards of her she
heard the sound of a man's soft breathing. Before
she could speak Pooralli had slipped noiselessly out of
the darkness. He bowed his apologies.
"What are you doing here, Pooralli?" she asked
sternly. "You know this part of the house is forbid-
den."
"Waiting for young mistress," he explained.
"What do you want?"
"Better come see."
"Come where?"
"I show. Please follow/*
His agitation was infectious. She followed him
without protest into the part of the house spreading
out into the gardens, a part which her aunt had kept
sacred and which even she had been accustomed to
enter only with a special invitation. They passed un-
der the glass dome of what was called the winter gar-
den, passed into an atmosphere curiously exotic, yet
sweet with the mingled perfumes of strange plants
and night-flowering shrubs. At the end was a door
which Pooralli quietly unlocked.
"What are you doing here?" Jane asked. "You
know very well this is all forbidden ground,"
"Not to young mistress/' he answered. "Not to
Pooralli. Young mistress will understand."
He opened the door softly. Jane found herself in
the apartment, half study, half laboratory, where
her aunt had been accustomed to spend hours of each
day. "My Kbrary," she had often called it, but her
books were plants. The shelves held a seemingly in-
terminable number of bottles and for the j&rst few